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And soft as lips that laugh and hide                           45

The laughing leaves of the trees divide,
And screen from seeing and leave in sight
The god pursuing, the maiden hid

The ivy falls with the Bacchanal's hair

Over her eyebrows hiding her eyes;                        50

The wild vine slipping down leaves bare

Her bright breast shortening into sighs;
The wild vine slips with the weight of its leaves,
But the berried ivy catches and cleaves
To the limbs that glitter, the feet that scare               55

The wolf that follows, the fawn that flies.

A. C. Stcinlurne.

27                                                                           COCLXVI

LOVE IX THE VALLEY

SHY as the squirrel and wayward as the swallow,

Swift as the swallow along the river's light
Circletine the surface to meet his mirror'd winalets,

Fleeter she seems in her stay than in her flight.
Shy as the squirrel that leaps among the pine*topst      5

Wayward as the swallow overhead at set of sun,
She whom I love is hard to catch and conquer.

Hard, but 0 the glory of the winning were she won!

When her mother tends her before the laughing mirror,

Tying up her laces, looping up her hair,                   10

Often she thinks, were this wild thing wedded,

More love should I have, and much less care.
When her mother tends her before the lighted mirror,

Loosening her laces, combing down her curls,
Often she thinks, were this wild thing wedded,            15

I should miss but one for many boys and girls.